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	1. Prologue

Sylvanas Windrunner drummed her hand impatiently on the table, leaning on the other to stare at the ceiling, avoiding eye contact with the other leaders of the Horde. The ceiling was bare except for the long, sharp spike at the top. Typical, the banshee queen thought to herself.

"The blood elf queen should be arriving shortly," Thrall spoke as he sat at the head of the wooden table. "Sylvanas do you know this girl?" The undead elf almost missed the question, as she was still staring aimlessly at the ceiling.

"Not that I recall, warchief." she shrugged. For once, she was actually telling the truth. Sylvanas did not know of the girl. It seemed as though the queen did not have a name. Members of the Horde only referred to her as 'the blood elf queen' or 'the blood queen'.

The banshee queen wasn't even aware her old race had a queen. There were whispers of the blood queen for she was young but ruthless, only caring for her people and slaughtering those she saw as a threat. The blood queen was cold and never backed down.

Sylvanas couldn't help but smile. She was going to like this queen. Having another female added into the horde would be a nice and welcoming change.

A middle age orc carrying an axe came through the door claiming the blood elf queen had arrived. The leaders of the horde stood up, finally welcoming their latest member.

A group of blood elves came in the room wearing various shades of red and gold. They parted to reveal a raven haired beauty dressed in dark robes with a large crown fashioned upon her head.

Sylvanas' breath hitched in her throat at the sight of the girl. The forsaken leader had lied to Thrall, for she did know this girl.

Once upon a time, Sylvanas Windrunner had fallen in love with the blood queen whose name was Nercissa Embersun.

* * *

><p>This is just a short introduction into the lives of Sylvanas and my OC Nercissa. The chapters will be longer than this and I will try to update at least once a week.<p> 


	2. Chapter 1

_- Set before the invasion of the scourge -_

The morning dawn was approaching as the sun slowly crept upon the Blackened Woods. The high elven villages were beginning to awaken as merchants prepared their carts and early risers set out for training.

In the village of Goldenmist, Nercissa Eversun was wide awake, staring at the rising sun with bloodshot eyes and tear stained cheeks. The young elf had spent most of the night crying. She cursed her privileged, blessed upbringing, wishing for freedom.

Last night, Nercissa arrived home from her usual godawful proper etiquette lessons, her mother insisted she take, to find her parents sitting in the dining room. She first noticed her father's troubled expression then her mother's beaming smiling.

Her parents were an odd couple. The type that married for money rather than love. It was rare for Nercissa to see her parents engage in any flirtation or simply a kiss on the cheek.

Her father, Aladis, made his fortune on trading and had several ships ported throughout the Eastern Kingdoms. He was an older man who was soft spoken and loved his daughter above all. Aladis wanted the best for his only child but his wife always had the final word.

Nercissa's mother, Liarae was a stubborn, young woman who enjoyed the privileged life. A life filled with gold, gems, and high-end shopping. She looked down upon those of lesser status. A few times a week, she would travel into Silvermoon to gossip over tea among other high-class wives. Her favorite activity was upholding her status and making sure her daughter did the same.

"How were your lessons?" Aladis asked with a kind smile. His daughter shrugged not speaking a word. Both her parents knew how she felt about her lessons, a waste of her energy and time. She remembered asking her mother if she could have magic lessons, which responded to a slap the face. Never again, did Nercissa bring it up, despite her thirst for magic growing each day.

"Nercissa come sit. I have some excellent news!" Her mother pulled out the chair in front of her, patting for her to come sit. Nercissa noticed her father twisting his grip on his cane. This couldn't be good, she thought. She obeyed, as she sat down facing her parents. Her stomach began to ache and her hands began to sweat.

"You won't believe who arrived at tea today!" Nercissa stared at her mother with a clueless expression, not having any idea. "The queen herself, Caelia! She knew about our little get together's and wanted to speak with me! I was shocked!" Liarae exclaimed as she threw her hands in the air. "At first, I thought your father had gotten himself in trouble, imagine the embarrassment I would have faced! Queen Caelia wanted to speak in private. You should have seen Belyn Blackvale's face!"

"Why did the queen come to see you, mother?" Nercissa asked wanting to avoid an hour long discussion of Belyn, who according to Liarae, did not belong in their tea times for she was born poor.

"For you!" her mother rejoiced. Aladis tighten his grip again on his cane, making a slight popping noise, causing his hands to turn red.

"Me?" Nercissa remarked, raising her eyebrow.

"You remember the prince! Kael'thas! You and he went to the same school together! You were great friends!" Nercissa gave her mother a questionable look. Liarae's memory was wrong, Kael'thas most certainly was not her friend. The young prince was a menace, always pulling on Nercissa's hair or throwing paper at her. He would knock books out of her hand, making her schooling days unbearable.

Nercissa did not risk correcting her mother, instead looked at her father who was now looking at the ground, shaking his head.

"I don't understand, what does Kael'thas have to do with me?"

"You see, the queen came to me for an arrangement. Well really, the prince was asking for permission through his mother, which is adorable!" Liarae was almost singing in excitement as Nercissa felt the pit of her stomach turn more and more. "Kael'thas wants to marry you, my dear! This is everything we have been working towards! It will be…" Nercissa blocked out her mother's voice, trying to wrap her head around at what occurred. Her stomach was doing flips, making her sweaty and dizzy. She looked at her father again, for help, but he remained silent, staring at the floor. It took all of Nercissa's courage to speak her next words.

"No."

Immediately, Liarae stopped speaking, tilting her head at her daughter.

"No?"

Nercissa found herself shaking. She had never dared speak against her mother. She took a deep breath.

"No." She spoke again, this time in a calmer tone.

Within an instance, Nercissa received a strike to the face, feeling a sting to her cheek. Through tearful eyes, she glanced at her father a third time. His face was sad and weak. Aladis did not utter a word and continued staring at the floor. Her heart began to break.

"You stupid girl!" Liarae hissed. "You would be a princess!" Nercissa shook her head. She did not care if she would be a princess or a future queen to the elven people. She never wanted to be married against her will. She dreamed like any foolish girl to fall in love. "You will marry Kael'thas! He has asked for you and will not deny his highness!" This caused Nercissa to find her strength within her again.

Closing her eyes, she spoke in a stronger tone. "Mother, I do not wish to marry the prince. I know many girls would kill to be in my place but I wish to marry for love."

"Marriage is not about love, my dear. It's for the best interest of the families! You are lucky that the young prince is smitten with you since there is no real gain if the he marries you. Your duty is in the household and in the bedroom. You will be responsible for the next heir." Nercissa wanted to throw up at the thought of the prince touching her. She felt sick all over but was filled with rage. She felt it through her fingertips all the way down to her toes, a sensation she had never felt before.

"No!" Nercissa thundered so loudly the house almost shook. Her father had finally lifted his eyes from the floor to his daughter. Then something unexpectedly happened. Pointing to her mother, a single spark came from her fingertips. It looked and felt like fire. The spark missed her mother and landed on the dining room table, causing it to go up in flames. The young high elf stood in shock as her parents called out to the servants to get rid of the fire. She had never done anything like that before. She knew magic brewed inside her but did not know what she was capable of.

As the servants ordered buckets of water, Liarae ran over to her daughter hitting the side of her face again, expect this time it was harder, blood trickled down Nercissa's face.

"DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MUCH THAT TABLE COST ME?!" Liarae screamed. "GET OUT OF MY SIGHT YOU STUPID GIRL! YOU DONT DESERVE TO BE MY DAUGHTER!" Nercissa lost all her strength and ran towards her room, not caring if she got blood on her mother's precious floors.

As she passed her father, he tried reaching out to her but failed. She cried harder at her pathetic father.

Now the morning sun was flooding her bedroom, bouncing off the cream walls. She lifted her up to see more out the window, towards the Great Sea. Blood was plastered on her pillow and her wound was healing.

Downstairs Nercissa could hear her parents talking. She did not dare to leave her bedroom. She had no desire to see them today. In fact, she wouldn't be surprised if her mother locked her in the room.

There was a knock on the door. Nercissa did not say a word, expecting it to be her father.

"Miss Eversun?" A high-pitched feminine voice called from the other side. Nercissa knew this was a servant, confirming her suspicion.

"Come in," Nercissa spoke not turning from the window, as the servant entered. The servant came around the bed to stand in front of her. The servant had a human name, Juliet. Nercissa had seen the girl working in the kitchens with the others gossiping and fawning over the local boys. She had fiery red hair with freckles speckled across her round face.

"Your mother has asked me to tend to your needs today. I brought up several items for you to eat." Juliet said pointing to the tray of various food on the table. Nercissa had failed to notice that Juliet had placed food behind her.

"My mom does not wish for me to leave?" Nercissa inquired, turning back to the sea.

"I'm sorry, Miss. She wishes for you to stay in your room. I'm to check on you every hour of the throughout the day." Juliet's voice was filled with pity, something Nercissa did not want. Nercissa was going to be married off to the prince. Her life was filled with everything she could have ever wanted and this servant girl pitied her. She felt disgusted with herself. "The other servants told me what had happened, yesterday."

"I don't want your sympathy."

"Well, I'm giving it to you," Juliet stated. Nercissa looked at her, to see only kindness in her eyes.

"I'm going to be married to a prince. No one should feel sympathy for me."

"Your mother is a hellish woman!" This made her laugh. "I'm sorry to speak ill of the lady of the house but you should marry who you want. The other servants and I were quite impressed you spoke against your mother, as well as the fire display."

Nercissa had almost forgotten about the spark that fell out of her hand. She wondered what kind of magic it was.

"The fire has never happened before. I don't even know how I did it." Nercissa admitted.

"My cousin use to freeze things when he got angry. Turned out he was a frost mage. He studies in Dalaran now. Perhaps you are a fire mage?" Nercissa shook her head. She never saw herself as an arrogant mage, walking through Silvermoon with their head held high. "You have to be wondering, right?" She shrugged at Juliet's question. "I know of this elder who lives just outside of Windrunner Village near the old Underlight Mines. He has a knack for knowing all things magical."

"Do you know anyone who has used him before?" Nercissa was growing with curiosity.

"I heard talk about him in from the villages. My cousin tried going to him but chickened out. I don't know really anything else about him." Nercissa wondered if the elder could help her discover her talent and control her magic. Maybe with magic was her way out. She smirked as a thought crept into her mind.

"How much do you dislike my mother?"

"A great deal of," Juliet chuckled.

"I'm going to need your help with something."

"Of course, Miss."

"I need to see the elder."

"I had a feeling you would say that." Juliet laughed. "What do you need me to do?"

"Just make my mother think I am in my room all day."

"Done," Juliet winked and left the room. Nercissa did not know how the servant girl would be able to pull it off but she suspected this was not the first time Juliet went behind her mother's back.

Nercissa felt her strength come back. If she could learn magic, she could escape her mother, she could escape an arranged marriage to an obnoxious prince.

A grin was plastered upon her face, as she slowly wiped up the dried blood on the side of her face. The wound was long stretching from her mouth to the middle of her cheek, she wondered if her mother was wearing her infamous pointy rings. She hoped the wound would clear up and barely leave a mark, her mother would have a fit, making her see a doctor to heal away the scars for she would be deemed too ugly for the prince.

After washing her face, she walked over to her closet, changing into a white robe with aqua trimmings. and chose a velvet navy cloak. Her outfit was not fanciest of all her clothes but she did not want to draw attention to herself, dressed in silk and gold.

Nercissa walked over to the window and without hesitation plopped herself onto the ground below. She landed ungraciously, hitting her bottom hard. Quickly dusting herself up, she turned up her hood, hiding her raven hair and headed towards the center of Goldenmist. Perhaps she could learn more from the villagers of this magic man.

As she walked to the village, the everlasting spring air filled her nose. She missed walking to the village with her father when she was a girl. She used to pick flowers along the road and fashion them into crowns pretending she was a fairy.

When she arrived in the center of the village, she noticed merchants standing by their carts selling various items from food to clothing. She almost wished she had brought gold with her as she passed a unique looking robe covered in black lace. Her mother would have a flip if she saw her daughter wearing black.

"Like what you see?" a man from his clothing cart asked. Nercissa was taken back by the man's question. Upon his head was a purple and white hat, he carried a cane like her father but unlike her father did not need it to walk.

"I'm sorry?"

"The robe? I saw you looking at it the second you came walking into to the center of this lovely village. My lady, I think this robe would be ravishing on those curves." He smirked a cheesy smile that made her want to roll her eyes.

"Oh well, I don't have any gold on me," Nercissa said apprehensively. Since she stopped her schooling, Nercissa was rarely allowed to leave the comfort of her home. Her etiquette lessons were only down the road and her mother had forbidden her going into the village unless with an escort. The last time she had seen Silvermoon was during her schooling days. She missed the city dearly after her mother pulled her out since the school had useless things for Nercissa to learn.

The cart merchant leaned in closer and hissed in her ear. "We could always arrange something." Again rage ran through Nercissa. The same sensation from last night occurred within her. Sparks fell from her fingers onto his cart, causing it to immediately busted into flames. "Look at what you did, you wretch!" Villagers turned towards the commotion of cart now engulfed in flames.

"I'm sorry!" Nercissa gulped. Before she could make her escape, the merchant grabbed her hand, yanking her towards him.

"You aren't going anywhere!" he shouted. Before she could think, another spark ignited, this time, it came in contact with his skin. The man shrieked in pain at his burnt hand. Nercissa ran as fast as she could outside of the village.

Nercissa kept running until she could see saw the Sanctum of the Moon on the other side of Elrendar River. She finally allowed herself to catch her breath, realizing she was now heading towards the center of the blackened woods and into the town of Tranquillien. Although she knew the magic man was in the mines, this was not the way she wanted things to go. Nercissa wished to know more about the man and his previous clients.

She had only been to Tranquillien as a young girl and only as passing through to get to the city. She knew of the town for being a rest stop for human travelers journeying from Dalaran or Lordaeron to the high elven city and vice versa.

Slowly she made her way into the bustling town, making sure not to make eye contact with none of the merchants or their carts. She could hear human males speaking in Common at the inn, talking about the lovely elven women. Nercissa thought it was best not to head towards that way.

A crowd was forming in the center of town, underneath a statue of two high elven women dancing. A young female elf dressed in dark leather and had two daggers on each hip was standing on the base of the statue shouting at the small crowd of various races. Nercissa rolled her eyes knowing this girl was part of a local rogue gang who stole of unaware tourists. This was all part of her as members of her gang would slow make their ways into the pockets of humans.

Nercissa began to turn away when the girl shouted something interesting. "There is a magic man in this forest!" She turned her attention back to the rogue, hands in her pockets, despite not carrying any ounce of gold.

"Who gives a crap!" a drunken human spectator shouted.

"Ah! An ignorant human does not know of the magic man!" the few elves in the crowd snickered to themselves. " Another rogue elf hoped on the statue.

"Melil the Elder lives in the mines waiting for to wish your desires! He can help you learn and magic control within you." The other elf explained. Nercissa felt like he was staring at her as he spoke. Too excited about the possibilities, she ran towards the mines.

The path to Underlight was crawling with lynxes, who hissed a Nercissa as she passed. She clenched her cloak tighter at her neck as she stepped off the path and towards the mine. The mined workers were nowhere to be seen and there was a dark, eeriness to her surroundings.

Before she could even think about the absent miners, a shadowy, cloaked figure stood in front of her. Nercissa jumped back at the sight.

The cloaked figure slowly expanded their hand towards Nercissa. It was white and bony.

"Come, child," the figure's voice was hoarse. "Take Melil's hand and follow me."

"Where will you take me?" The figure did not say a word only to continue its gesture. She finally reached the hand, finding it to be dry and cracked. Melil slowly moved to a small cave outside the mine.

Once inside, Melil finally let go of her hand. The cave was bare and did not hold any ores. She thought the magic man would have lived inside but this did not seem to be the case.

"Didn't your mother ever teach you not to talk to strangers?" Nercissa was too busy making her note of her surroundings, she failed to realize the cloaked figure was not in fact an elder but a rogue. She found herself clenching at her cloak again.

"Wow didn't think one of our own would wander to find good old Melil," a voice beckoned behind her. She rapidly turned around to see two other rogues, standing in the entrance of the cave with grins plastered on their faces. She recognized the other rogues as the ones from gathering at the center of town.

"I told you she would come," the smallest of the bunch said as she flipped her draggers out from her sides. "I smelt the magic bursting right out of her!"

"I have no gold!" Nercissa trembled. The smallest rogue placed one hand on her hip and the other on her bottom of her chin.

"Those robes look rather nice," she said with a sinister look.

Nercissa began to panic has the rogues closed in on her. She closed her eyes and tried to let her rage fill her. Instead, her rage was replaced with fear. The sensation was not enough to ignite the magic within her. Fearing for the worse, she raised her hand and tried to let a spark happen.

"AHHHHH! WHAT IN ANASTERIAN'S NAME?!"

Nercissa opened her eyes to see the rogues engulfed in flames. She could help but smile as the rogues danced around in pain. However she noticed something odd in the center of the cave, it looked like a trap. How on Azeroth did she summon a trap?

Another trap dropped inside the cave, locking the three rogues together and freezing off the fire. Nercissa looked towards the entrance of the cave to see a tall, long golden, blonde haired woman holding a bow and arrow. She seemed quite pleased with herself as the rogues struggled.

"I can't believe you three are still causing problems," the blonde spoke in a voice that appealed to Nercissa's long ears. "You do realize since you attack a member of your own race, I have to take you to the holding cell." The rogues began to panic at her words. "Or I could let the lady choose your punishment?"

"Let the lady choose!" the rogue disguised as Melil, shouted. Nercissa knew the holding cells beneath Silvermoon were filled with death. Despite the fear they had caused her, she did think death fit their crime.

"How long will your trapper hold them?" Nercissa asked. The huntress grinned at the question.

"As long as you like."

"Leave them like until tomorrow morning," Nercissa said exiting the cave, as the rogues complained of their punishment.

Nercissa decided to head home. It was for the best and there was no use in trying to get out of this marriage. Her fate would be with Kael'thas.

She did not register the blonde woman was behind her, as she was too wrapped up in her thoughts.

"Are you okay?"

"I had quite a day. I have been attacked twice today, actually," Nercissa said reminding back to the robe merchant in her village.

"Well, I think that deserves a drink! I have had enough chasing down criminals and could use one myself. I know a nice inn not that far."

Nercissa nodded and followed the woman towards the path. There was something about this woman that made her whole body sing. They appeared to be similar in age but Nercissa couldn't recall ever meeting the girl before.

"Did you have your schooling in Silvermoon? I don't think I have ever met you before," Nercissa inquired. The woman strapped the bow to her back and pulled down on her chest place that ended just above her naval. Nercissa couldn't help but notice the toned muscles beneath the quiver's strap.

"Doubtful, I was homeschooled and trained to become a ranger from an earlier age, thanks to my father. I only patrol from Windrunner Village to Tranquillien. Spent most of my younger days in Dalaran with my sisters and brother."

"I have never been to Dalaran before. Is it as magical and wonderful as everyone says?"

"It's alright, I suppose. There is a fountain that my sisters and I use to make wishes and throw coins in," the huntress said with a warm smile on her face.

"I'll remember that for when I go," Nercissa joked. They walked in silence watching the various creatures off the path running around. The trees were becoming less as they approached a village. The village appeared to be Windrunner Village. Nercissa could tell by all the rangers roaming about sharpening or practicing their skills on a dummy.

"The Seaside Inn," the huntress pointed to a small building covered in vines. "My second home." Nercissa followed the girl inside. The inn was loud with music playing and elves smoking in the corners of the room. Many rangers were sitting at a table, drinking out of mugs, snickering at each other.

After receiving their drinks, Nercissa and the huntress found a table in the corner away from the music and drunken rangers. Then something accorded to Nercissa, she had yet to learn of this woman's name.

"You saved my life and I don't even know your name," Nercissa admitted. She watched as the girl's expression change, slowly turning the mug around.

"I'm Sylvanas…Windrunner."

Nercissa's mouth dropped open. She had heard of the infamous Windrunner's throughout her life. Their family was up there with the Sunstrider's and Dawnstar's. Several uncomfortable seconds went by before she realized she was gawking at the girl.

"I'm sorry! I just never met a Windrunner before," she apologized. She received a laugh from Sylvanas, letting herself calm down a bit.

"You never told me your name. What is this damsel's name?" Sylvanas' voice was light and serene. Nercissa couldn't help but roll her eyes and giggle a little. When was the last time she truly laughed and enjoyed herself?

"I'm Nercissa Eversun."

"Ahhh! The daughter of the infamous trader Aladis."

"How do you know that?" Nercissa asked curiously. Her family was powerful but they were not known throughout the land as well as the Windrunner's.

"Let's just say it's my job too," Sylvanas winked, which caused Nercissa to blush.

The two elves spent the whole afternoon talking about various topics. Nercissa found talking to Sylvanas was easy and she truly did not want it to be over. She had noticed that the more Sylvanas the drank, the more she flirted with her and touch her thigh ever so often. It was a little touch and her hand did not linger more than a few seconds.

When the afternoon sky began to turn into dusk, Nercissa decided it was time to head back home. She knew Juliet could only lie so much to her mother. She imagined her mother would want her to attend dinner.

"I think I need to start heading back home," she said taking a long sip of her drink. Sylvanas almost looked upset.

"We were just having fun!" Sylvanas belted. It was obvious the huntress was a little drunk.

"I kinda snuck out from my home."

"Ohhhh, what a naughty girl," Sylvanas fluttered her long eyelashes at her, which made Nercissa turn pink. Never had she allowed someone to speak her like that. "Well at least let me walk you half way. I know a short cut to Goldenmist."

The girls left the noisy inn behind, leaving the ranger town and headed into the forest. Nercissa reached for Sylvanas as they ventured off the path, hoping for no creatures to surprise them.

"Don't be afraid. The lynxes are more afraid of you than of them," Sylvanas stated, taking Nercissa's hand on her own.

"I didn't know you could speak to the lynxes," Nercissa joked nervously.

"Don't you know I speak to all the creatures of this forest." The alcohol in their veins made them burst out laughing. Nercissa hoped she would sober up before facing her parents.

The pair stopped on the top of a waterfall. The stones had created a bridge providing an easy passage from the two villages. Nercissa could see her village in the distance. Sadness filled her. She would have to return home and deal with her mother and father. She would have to deal with marrying Kael'thas. Sylvanas made her forget all of her troubles.

"Will I see you again?" Nercissa asked in a panic. Sylvanas smirked and reached for her hands again, bring her close to her body. Slowly, the blonde placed a piece of Nercissa's black hair behind her ear. Blue eyes stared back at each other before Sylvanas leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. Nercissa thought the kiss last forever. She felt at though she would melt into the forest floor below them.

Sylvanas pulled away, smiling. "I think you will. Until next time, Nercissa Eversun." Just like that the huntress waved goodbye and headed back towards her village. Nercissa watched the beauty until she disappeared into the thick trees and dusk sky. She touched her lips and smirked to herself.

"See you soon, Sylvanas Windrunner," she said to the forest and turned around to go home.


End file.
